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that he would not. He went from Club to
Club with his soft voice like a flock of
feathers that settle lightly and presently
cannot be shaken off at all, so heavy then-
mass has become. Yes, I think that he would
certainly have been there, proving that dig-
nity was not so much an attribute as a con-
tingent condition of external relationship,
reminding his hearers of Aristotle, of Plato,
of Kant, of a small relentless Niagara, whose
tiny stream would never be spent. But it
was, apparently, spent, because Jones arose,
creating in the mind some question as to
how, if he were in the room, there were place
for any other. I gasped, demanding of myself
what this young St. Bernard could have had
in mind to come rollicking and plunging at
a tabbies' tea-party. Could it be that
He had a reaction from Stubbs and beer
And rowing and Dickens and all good cheer,
And3 finding a need for self-improvement.
Joined the intellectual movement?
It could not be. Because Mr. Jones's speech
was short, pregnant and decisive. In the
recent boat-race, he observed, it would be
remembered that the Cambridge boat sank,
and the Oxford boat went in to the side to
bail three-quarter way through the course.
While the boat was near the bank a friend of
No. 6 appeared on the tow-path. 'Hallo/
he said conversationally. 'Hallo,3 replied